

374- 


TheTrage^ 


Seem Septima. 


Iach. 


Enter Imogen alone. 
Imo. A Father crudl,and a Stepdame falfe, 
A Fooliili Suitor to a Wedded- Lady, 
Thai hath her Husband banifh'd : O^that Husband, 
My fuprearnc Crownc of griefe,and thofe repeated 
Vexations of it. Had I bin Theefe-ftolne, 
As my twoBrothers,happy: butmoft mifcrable 
Is the defires that's glorious. BletTed be thofe 
How meane fo ere,that haue their honeft wills , 
Which feafons comfort. Who may this be ? Fye. 


"Enter Pifanio^and laehimo. 

pifa. Madam,a Noble Gentleman of Rome* 
Comes from my Lord with Letters. 

lack. Change you, Madam : 
The Worthy Leonattts is in fafety, 
And greetes your Highneffe dccrcly- 

Imo. Thanks good Sir, 
You're kindly welcome. 

lack. All of her,that is out ofdoore,moft rich : 
If (be be furniflVd with a mind forare 
She is alone th'Arabian-Bird; and I 
Haue loft the wager. Boldneife be my Friends 
Arme me Auctacitie from head to foore, 
Orlike the Parthian 1 fhall flying fight, 
Rather dirc&ly fly* 

Imogen reads . 

He is one of the Noble ft notejto whofe kindnejfes I am mojf in- 
finitely tied. Reflett vpon him accordingly y as you value yew 
twft. Leonatus. 
So farre I reade aloud . 
But cuen the very middle of my heart 
Is warm'd by'th'rcfr,andr akc it tbankefully. 
You areas welcome(worthy S»r)as I 
Haue words to bid you,and fhall findc it fo 
In all that I can do. 

lack. Thankes fai reft Lady : 
What are men mad. ? Hath Nature giuen them eyes 
To fee this vaulted Arch,and the rich Crop 
OfSca3nd Land,wbich can diftinguifh'cwixe 
The fine Orbes aboue, and the t winn'd Stones 
Vpon the numbered Beach,and can we not 
Partition make with Spedrales fo pretious 
Twixt faire,and foule ? 

Imo. What makes your admiration? 

Iach. It cannot be i'ch'eye : for Apes, and Monkeys 

Twixt two fuch She's,wouId chatter this way,and 

Contemne with mowes the other. Nori'th'iudgmcnt : 

For Idiots in this cafe of fauour,would 

Be wifely definit : Nor i'ch'Appetite. 

Sluttcry to fuch neare Excellence,oppos'd 

Should make defire vomit emptineffe. 

Not fo allured co feed. 

Imo. What is the matter trow? 
Iach. The Cloyed will : 

That fatiate yet vnfatisfi'd defirc,tbatTub 

Both fill'd and running : Rauening firft the Lambc, 

Longs after for the Garbage* 
Imo. What, deere Sir, 

Thus rap's you ? Arc you well ? 


Thanks Madam well : Befeech^SiT^ 
Defire my Man'* abode, where 1 <fcd leaue him. ^ 
He s ftrange and peeuifli. 
, P*f** I was going Sir, 
To giue him welcome* 

Imo. Continues well my Lord? 
His health befcech you ? 
Iach. Well,Madam. 

Imo. Ishedifpos'd to mirth ? I hope he i$ # 

lack. Exceeding pleafant : none a ftranger thcr«> 
So merry,and fo gamefome : he is called 9 
ThcBritaineReueller, 

Imo. When he was heere 
He did incline t© fadneffe,and oft times 
Notknowiug why. 

lack. I neucrfaw him fad. 
There is a Frenchman his Companion 3 one 
An eminent Monfiewr,that it fecmes ranch lone? 
A Gallian-Girleathome. He furnaces 
The thicke fighes from him; whiles the iolly Britaine 
(Your Lord I meane)laughes froro's free lungs Kries'oh 
Can my fides hold,to think that roan whoknowes 
By Hiftory ,Report,or his owne proofe 
What woman is,yea what foe cannot choofe 
But muft be.- will's free hourcs languid*: 
For aflured bonaage ? 

Imo. Will my Lord fay fo? 

Iach. I Madam,wuh his eyes in flooA with laughter 
It is a Recreation to be by 

And heare him mocke the Frenchman : 

But Heauen's know fome men are muchtoo blame, 

Imo. Not he I hope. 

Uch. Not he : 

But yet Heauen's bounty towards him,aught 

Be vs'd more thankfully. In himfelfe 'tis rouchj 

In you, which I account his beyond all Talents, 

Whil'ft I am bound to wonder,! am bound 

To piety too. 

Imo. What doyoupitty Sir ? 

Iach. Two Creatures hearryly. 

Imo. Am I one Sir? 

You looke on me : what wrack difcerne you in me 

Dcferues your pitty ? 

Iach. Lamentable : what 

To hideme from the radiant Sun^nd folace 

Tth'Dungeon by a Snufte. 

Imo. I pray you Sir, 

Deliuer with more openncfTc your anfweres 

To my demands. Why do you pitty me ? 

Iach. That others do, 

(I was about to fay)cnioy your — but 

It is an office of the Gods to venge it, 

Not mine to fpeakc on't, 

Imo. You do feeme to know 

Something of me, or what concernes me; pray you 

Since doubting things go ill,often hurts more 

Then to be fure they do. For Ccrrainties 

tither arc paft remedies; or timely knowing, 

The remedy then borne. Difcouertome 

What both you fpur and ftop, 

lack* Had 1 this cheeke 

To bathe my lips vpon : this hand, whofc touch, 

(Whofc euery touch) would force the Feelers foule 

To'th'oath of loyalty. Thisobie£t,which 

Takes prifoner the wild motion of mine eye, 

Fiering it onely heere,foould I (damn'd then) 

Slaue 
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The Tragedy ofCyrnfrelirie. 


JjT^ucr with lippesas c6rtfmona$the ftayres 
r bat mount the Capitoll : Ioyne gripts, with hands 
Made hard with hpurcly falfhood (falfhood as 
V^rith labour:) then by peeping in an eye ' 
gafe anc * M u ft rious as tnc ^oakie light 
That's fed With (linking Tallow : it were fit 
*I"hat all the plagues of H.ell flhould at one t imc 
Encounter fuch reuolc. 

Imo. MyLord^Ueare 
His forgot Bntiaine . 

Iach. And himfelfe, not I 
j nc |j n 'd to tnisinreHigence, pronourite 
The BeggeryW His change : bra 'tis your Graces' 
That from my muteft Confcien cc\ to ir>y to-Jgac, 
Ch3^e<» this report our, 

Imo. Let ine heare no rriorc, 

Iach. OdeereU Soule : your Catife doth;Hrike my hart 
With pitty, that doth make nrfefickc. A L^dy 
Sofaire, andTaften d to 2n Brhpf ric 
VVould make the 'grcat'ft K-iiig^onhlc, to be partnei'd 
VVithTomboyes hvr'd; witti'that felfe exhibition 
Which your o wnc Coffer s yecld : with diieas'd ventures 
Thatplav with all 'Infirmities for Gold, 
Wnich rotte'nrieiT^can lend -Nartire. Such boyl'd ftuffc 
As well might poyfon Poyfonf ^ereueng'd, ' 
Or (lie that bore you was no Qaeene,and you 
Recoylc from yo»r great Stocke. 

ImotKcMcngd: 
How (hoM I be rcueng d ? If this be true, 
(As I haue fuch a Heart, that both mine eare* 
Muft not in hafte abufe) if it be true, 
How (houldlbe reucng'd ? 

Iach: Should hemakeriie 
Liuc like 2)/WsPriett, betwixt cold fliects, 
Whiles he is vaulting variable Rampes 
In your defpight, vpon your ptirfe : reuertge it. 
I dedicate my felfc to yourfvv'c'etpleafurc, 
More Noble theto that runnagate to your bed, 
And will continue fafl to your Affection, / 
Still clofe v as iurc f 
Imo. Wfaihoz, Pifanio ? 
Iach. Let me my feruice ttnder on your lippes. 
Imo. AWay; I do condemn): mirr^ea'f cs ? that'hauc 
Solong.atrended thee. IfthouAvert Honourable 
Thou Woutd'ft fvaur tolrfrhis tale for Vertue 5 not 
For fuch an end thou fcVk r {\, W bafe^s ft range : 
Thou wrong'ft a'Gentlcrrian, v^ho is ds -farre 
From thy report? is thou from Honor: iind 
Solicites heere a tady, th^rdif Haines 
Thee 3 andthe , biMl sHl^. What. hoi'Pifamo ? 
The King my famt^imffi fta^e^6afe!fed 
OrthyAflatlt: if he (hall thinks ic fit, 
A fawcy Stranger in his Court/to Mart 
As in aRomiiliSrcw, and to expound 
His beaftiy minde to vs ; he i.ath a Court 
He little cares for, and aDa^ghter^who 
He not refpefls at all. What hoa, Ptfanio ? 

■ Icch> O happy hotmatHi I may fay,— — 

The credit that thy L^dy bath of dice 

.Qefe&ues thy truft; and tby rnoft perfe$ gopdne^e 

Her affur'ii ^rea'it, BlclTedJ^you ion|, " ' ~ 

A Lady tq the wortnieft Sir, that euer 

Couturv^ali' cThis ; and y bents' Miftri^o'nely ; ; 

For the moil ' wortriVeft fit. '6iue me yburparfob, 

I hauefpoke this to knowtfyour Affiance 

\yere deeply rooted, and fhall make your Loird* JO \ 


That which he is 5 new o're : Arid he is one 
The trueft manncr'd : fuch a holy Witch, 
That he enchants Societies into him t 
Halfe all men hearts arc his, 

Imo. You make amends. 

Iach. Hefits'mongftmcnjlikea defende 
He hath a kinde of Honor fets him off, 
More then a mortal! fecming. Be not angrid r > 
(Moft mighty PrinceiTe) that I haue aduentojr^i 
To cry ycur takihg of afalfercport, which narb 
Honour'd with confirmation your great lu^g^rn'enc, 
In the eleclionofaSir,fo rare, : " J ' 

W hich you know, cannot erre. * The louc 1 T>(krt Vim 
Made me 10 fan yon rhiis ? biic the Gods made you 
/"Vnlike ail others) chaffeleffe. Pray your pardon, 

Imo. All's well Sir: 
Take my powre i'th'Courc for youis; 

Iach. My humble thankes: I had aim oft for gxjt 
T'intreatyour Grace, but in a fmall rcc'.?c^-' . 
Andyet ofmotweju roo, for ir concernes: 
Your Lord, my felfe, and other Noble Friend? ; 
Are partners in the bufincfle. 

Imo. Pray what is't? v 

Iach. Some ddzen Romanes of vs, and your Lonl 
(Tfie beft Feather of our wine)haue 'miriglcpJ Itrmm: :s 
To buy a Prefent for the Emperor : 
Which I (the Faftor for the reft) haue dene 
In France : 'tis Plate ofrarc dcuir e, and i&fa&i 
Of rich, and exquifice forme, their valewes great, 
And I am fomething curious, being ftrange 
Tohaaetheminfafeftowage : May it pkafeyou 
To. take them in protection. 

Imo. Willingly : 
And pawne mine Honor for their fafety, fince 
My Lord hath intereft in them, I will kcepC thern 
In my Bed-chamber. 

Iach. They are in a Trunke 
Attended by my men ; I will make bold 
To fend them to you, onely for this night: I 
I muft aboord to morrow. 

Imo. O no,no. 

Iach. YesIbefecch:orIfhallfbortmy^ord 
By length'ning my returne. From Gailra; 
I croft the Seas on purpofc,and on promifc 
To fee your Grace. 

Imo. 1 thankeyou for your paines : 
But not away to morrow. 

tach. OI^uftMadam. 
Therefore 1 ft?aU befeech you,if you pleafe 
To greet your Lord wiih writings doo't to night, 
I haue out-ftood my time, which is materiall 
To'th'tender of pur Drefeht. 

Imo. I will write : 
Send your Trunke to me, it fhall fafe be kept* 
And truely yedded you ; you're very welcome. Exeunt. 


Actus Secundw. ScenaTrima. 
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Enter Clottcn^andthe two Lords* 
Clot* Wa*tbere euer man had fuch IuckeJwhca I kiflj 
the Iackevponanvp-caft, to be hit away? J bad a iiun4 
dred pound on*t : and then a whoricn l4tl<e»a«*Apes, 


